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The True-Born Britain. &c. 


Ail ! mighty Genius of this fruitful Ile, Fr} 

1 The Great Britannia on my Verſes (mile, [xc 
And grant my Muſe, as ardent as thy Soul, T] 
Which does the haughty Pride of France controul, IA 8 


May nobly urge my Pen to ſing the Bliſs, As 
The Glory, Grandure, Praiſe, and Happineſs, it] 
Of True-born Britains, who by Union make is 
The grand Diſturbers of the World to quake. ut 
Our long Original let none diſpure, + \ [| 
Our Liniage we derive from antient Brute, Ye 
A famous Ger'ral in the Wars of Troy, Ho 
And by Deſcent his Martial Fire enjoy, Ihe 
To the Dread and Terror of thoſe ſawey Foes, [Ye 
Who durſt the Balance, we preſcribe, oppoſe. B 

Some Ages we were one, but in proceſs For 
Of Time, Diviſions made our Glory leſs, ill 


The Picts and we the Iſland then divide, (try dan 
And which ſhould have the whole, their Force wagand 
For oftentimes the Fields were dy d with Blood, ham 


Whilſt Fate ſeem'd as if ſhe had Neutre ſtood; [T9 | 
When Marble Tombs where our Forefathers lie, [ha 
 Sweated with dread of too much Company, Ho 
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And all their ſleeping Aſhes hook for fear, (there 

Leſt thouſand Ghoſts ſhou'd come to ſhroud them 
| Theſe Feuds made Danes and Saxons take the Place, 
Gaul the torn Reliques af great Brutus Race, 

But now bold Britains, who ſo oft with Blood 

Of Pagan Hoſts have dy'd with Tamar's Flood, 
Hf any Drop of mighty Urher ſtill, 

Or Uther's mighty'r Son your Veins does fill, 

Shew then that Spirit, till all Men think by you 

The doubtful Tales of famous Arthur true. 

You have done it Britains, and have often done 
Things that have chear'd the very ſetting Sun. 
Again did 7amar your dread Arms bchold, 

As juſt and as ſucceſsful as the old ; 
it kiſs'd the Corniſh Banks, and vowd to bring 
is richeſt Wares to feed th' enſuing Spring, 
But murmur'd fadly, and almoſt deny'd 
All fruitful Moiſture to the Devon fide. 
Ye Sons of War, by whoſe bold Acts we ice 
How great a Thing exalted Man may be, 
he World remains your Debtor, that as yet 
e have not all gone forth, and conquer'd it. (we 

But how cou'd this have been perform'd 2 when 
For ſeveral Ages have been People three, 

„Till the third Edward's Time the Welſh diſown 
dan Feaity to any Engliſbß Crown; 

vagand longer have 2 neighb' ring Part of this 

d, Pame MNand been implor'd without Succeſs, 

To live with us in endleſs Unity, 

hat by it future Times might happy be: 

owe er that wiſh'd for Bliſs we now obtain, 
ind Peace eternal ſhall among us reign ; No 


For thoſe brave Souls run with a rapid Race, 
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No more ſhall thoſe Diſtinctions be of Scoz, 
And Engliſhman ; it is our happy Lot 


To aſſume the Name of thrice Great Britains all, 
A Name which ſoon will make French Scepters fall. 


O! ſacred Anne, how wou'd I ſing thy Praiſe, 
Had any Muſe crown'd me with half the Bays 


Conqueſt hath given to thee ; and next thy Name 


Shou d C-, Z7----y, S----s preſs to Fame, 
G--1-- thee, thee H d rehcarie, - 

And not forgetting Q--—y in my Verſe, 

The Loyal S----4, M----r, and S----d ; 

Nay, all thoſe worthy Souls who had a Hand 
In that bleſt Union here, which has been ſo 
Much coveted for many Years ago. | 
Now, let the Gallict Tyrant look about, 
And dread the fatal Overthrow and Rout 
That very ſoon there will be made in France, 
When once the Britains go to lead a Dance ; 
Nay, ſuch a Dancc, that he'll have cauſe to call 
It ever after, Lewis's ſad Fall : 1 I 
Like Fabius, who left the common way 

To Victory, and conquęr'd by Delay; 

He will not find us, no we're joyn d in onc, 
Ak once the Britains will-ruſh on his Throne, 


And in the School of Mars claim chiefeſt Place. 
Were J to reckon up the Turns of Fate, | 
Sev'ral ſad Inſtanccs I cou'd relarc, 

But antient Stories I nced not recitc, 

In Blood the glorious Britains ſoon will write 


The Doom of Lewis ; and as quickly quell 
The Zuſolence of thoſe who durſt rebel 
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Againſt the rightful Charles, who ought to Reign 
Oer all the far-ſtretch'd Monarchy of Spain. 

Britains march on, whoſe Courage can inſpire 
The moſt degen' rate Hearts with Martial Fire; 
And ſhew the World your famous Victories, 
Till ſhe dies gazing on you with her Eyes: 
Now, Britains, all your ſhining Temples round, 
With Wreaths of everlaſting Lawrels bound, 
The Guardian- Angel of our bleſſed Ile, 
Receives her Heroes with a gracious Smile: 
Welcome, the holy Guardian-Angel ſays, 
Full of Songs of Triumph, Joy, and Praile ; 
Welcome, Great M--------h, thou art ro me, 
And to our Regions of ſweet Unity ; 
And brave A------ too, who for's Fs 8 good 
Did wondrous Things in Fields and Seas of Blood. 
Blaſted are all French blooming Glories now, 
The Lawrel withers on the fairhleſs Brow 
Of that baſe King, who ſighs to ſee what Charms 
Burniſh the Britains moſt victorious Arms. 
Lewis may curſe his Stars in pondrous Rhimes, 
And in grave Numbers grumble ar the Times, 
Theſe bleſſed Times, where a bleſt and all 
In general themſelves do .B: itains call, 
Aſſur'd of Lawrels, and of Vidlory, f 
And Fame our-living Immortality. 
The Britains Glory't now retriey'd again, 
T augment the Glories of a glorious Reign, 
Whoſe Deeds will be as ample as their Praiſe, 
And Courage too as verdant as their Bays ; 
The Sacred Union that's obtained here, 
No more will let old Lewis domineer, Bri- 
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Britains will now uphold poor Europe's Head, 
And with their Trumpets call her from the Dead: 
Their brave, undaunted Valour ne'er will ceaſe, 
Or tamely wither with unactive Peace, 
Their Valour France will never find allay'd, 

But of our proſp'rous Tyc will be afraid, 

And dread the Britains, who with merry Eycs 
Durſt ſtay and ſec the num'rous Tragedies 

War in the Field does make, whilſt Death aloud 
Thro' Cannons bellows to the Gallict Croud, 
Who (daſtard Cowards) durſt not ſtay to ſee 
The Fury of a Britiſh Enemy. 
Nov Heaven has our iſle to Union led, 

The haughty Tyrant ſhakes his ſnaky Head ; 
His antient Cheeks grow very wan and pale, 
And his perjur'd, treacherous Heart begins to fail ; 
He dreads his gaudy Pride no more will ſhine, 
Since Britains with indulgent ANNE do join, 
Whom Heaven and the Earth to pleaſure ſtrove, 
Entruſted with their Armies and their Love. 
* Goon, go on, brave Britains in the Road 

Of Honour, which your Anceſtors have trod, 
That every wondrous Briti/} Hiſtory 

Read by incredulous Poſterity, 

That writes of you, ſhall ſay your Unity, 

And Britiſh Glory ſhall immortal be. 

Thoſe pitchy Clouds arc wholly overblown, 
Which were obnoxious to our Sov'reign's Crown, 
And Heavens graciouſly begun to ſmile, 

Since all are Britains in the Britiſh Iſle. 


Or tender Glory, or immortal Praiſe, 


Your 


| ; , : | 
Tf there were ought in Verſe, at once cou' d raiſe, 0 


| 


|Your Union, noble Britains, wou d require 
Whatever would our nobler Thoughts inſpire, 


. | Great be your Vict'ry, as your Cauſe is good, 
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The Muſes beſt attempt, howe'er deſign'd, 
Cannot but prove impertinently kind, 

When Britiſh Valour is a Theme too high, 

For all the humble Arts of Pocſie; 

Loud Fame your noble Actions do purſue, 
Richer than all the Treaſures of Peru, 
And ſounds your Glory to the utmoſt Shore, 
Where the vaſt Ocean titows her liquid Store. 
If by your Valour France mult ruin d be, 

To add more Luſtre ro 7 Memory, 
Brave Britains fight, and force your conqu' ring way 
Thro the ſtrength of Lewis his imperial Sway; 


And ſwim to Lewis through his Army's Blood. 
Tho' to advance your Fame, full well I know : 
How very little my dull Pen can do; 
Yet with all Deference, I gladly wait, 
Enthrong'd amidſt the Joys of Britiſh State. 
Great Britains / you deſerve our loudeſt Praiſe, 


From th' Garland to the meaneſt Branchof Bays ; 
Our Lines deck d with the Pride of Unity, 
Aſſume a Beaury, Pomp, and Bravery, 

So awful and majeſtick rhey'll appear, 
They need nor bluſh, to ON u Piles rar, ©: 


E humble Subjects clad with Loyalty. 


Who Tee *- greatly do delight to ſec 


Now Britains have of Union made a Choice, 


Our faithful Allies let em all rejoice; *. 
| Lay, 


* > <” - 
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Lay, lay your many Sorrows all away, 
For Heaven {miles on you with a glorious Ray . 
The bluſtring Storms of War will ſoon be Oer. 
For by our Union we ſhall feel no more i 
The Plagues of Fire, Sword, and Scarcity, 
Nor Devaſtations of an Enemy: X 


Our Prayers and Tears lets then to Heaven ſend. 


That it may all our great Deſigns defend, 


For Prayersand Tears ſuch Service much avails, 


Wich Tears to ſwell our Seas, with Prayers out Sails; 


For as the Britains do command at Sea, | 

So on the Land they're ſure oß Victory. 5 Re 
Brave Britains! now your Swords ſhall force the way 

To Conqueſt, which hard Fate will nor berray ; | 

You'll ſer the Chained World at Liberty, 


And ſoon proclaim that ſhackled Europe's free, 


As when ſome dreadful Thunder-Clap is nigh, 
The winged Fire ſhoots ſwiftly through the Sky, 
Strikes and cotiſumese'er. ſcarce it does appear, 
And hy the ſudden Ill prevents the Fear; 

Such is the State of Lewss's ſad Woe, 

It leaves. no Pow'r to think, much leſs to do; 
His Looks grow. black. as a tempeſtuous Wind, 
Some raging Thoughts arc rowling in his Mind, 


To think how ſoon the Britains did combine, 


T eclipſe his Glory, that their own may ſhine. | 
Your brandiſht Swords, bold Britains, now provide, 
And doubt not bur you're on the conquering Side, 


For fince your Heroick Souls are all agreed, 


To Fame and Honour you muſt needs ſucceed, 
Since you the helpleſs with your Arms muſt ſave, 


For th Oppreſt find ever Refuge in the Brave: 


Make haſte, make haſte, ſound loud your Trumpets, call 
Your ſelves to Arms, tho few, ye're Britains all, 


Whoſe very Name will conquer in the Field, 


And make the French, tho numerous, yield. 
Thus whilſt we BRITAINS do as one unite, 
Deſpotick Princes ye will ſadly right: Ek 
They'll daily Suppliant, and moſt humble be 

To the Victorious ANN A's Majeſty,. , 
Whom chat ſhe long may live, lat s ever Pray, 


+ 


And always Happy in Her Bririſp Sw- ay. F 7 * I 


